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©loria in dxttisxQ Wo ! 



Who, while on earth, walked in the footsteps of the 
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€\st IthBti}. 



It is a stormy evening: the rain patters 
on the roof and beats against the windows. 
All without is cold and cheerless : al! within 
is pleasant and cheerful. The gas bums 
brightly, and an aii of comfort is diffused 
over everything, in striking contrast t« the 
dreariness of the night without. The table 
is crowded with readers, and just now there 
is a momentary stilhiess : a hush, so deep, 
that nothing is heard but the ticking of the 
Library clock, as it measures off the fleeting 
time. I look around me and think, what a 
blessing are these books ! Here are the 
works of the mighty dead : thoughts which 
inspire us now, though they who breathed 
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them have long since turned to dust. Here 
Eire treasures which, received into the soul, 
the "Moth and rust cannot corrupt." How 
beautifully has the wise man said, the "ways 
of wisdom ai'e pleasantness and all her paths 
peace." Happy is the young man who lives 
to cultivate his soul, for witliin him is a hid- 
den spring of joy which will increase as the 
light of mind brightens, until he rises to the 
glories of the eternal world, to "shine as the 
stars forever and forever." 

Books are friends who never, desert us. Is 
the world cold ? Here is a retreat where the 
mind can. revel in beauty and sweetness. 
Here the cares of life can be forgotten for a 
time, and, the soul find rest in communing 
with genius which is for all time. 

How books remind us of the dead! This 
well worn volume, rich in songs, was the 
last book read by one whose light footstep 
was often heard here. She faded away in 
her bright youth, and through long hours of 
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weariness and pain, found comfort and sol- 
ace in her favorite authors. 

This little book, with turned down leaves, 
was returned by a father after the funeral of 
his only child. With what hesitation did 
he give it up ! what a fond, lingering look 
rested upon it I Dust is upon the brow of 
his angel boy, and his sweet eyes are closed 
forever ; but those simple pages recall the 
hours when he played around the household 
hearth. Again he is seated upon his knee, 
and he hears again the prattle of his infant 
voice. 

And thou, blest friend, called away in 
early manhood, this precious book which we 
read together, brings thee back from the 
spirit world. I see thee again in the old, 
familiar place, and wat«h the soul shining in 
thy face, as flame illumes an alabaster vase. 

But the evening has worn away, the read- 
ers are gone, the deep-toned Center bell 
strikes ten, and it is time to close the Library. 
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fjjtnitntt. 



Six years within these alcoves. With- 
drawn from the tumult of the great world, 
yet not living in vain, for in those years three 
hundred thousand volumes have been through 
these hands. 

The boys of the summer of '45, have 
emerged from round jackets into their first 
sacks ; and have given up Robinson Crusoe 
and the Lives of the Pirates, and have taken 
to Hawker on Shooting and the Wandering 
Jew, who sometimes eome back fragrant 
with the perfume of a mild cigar and " Lu- 
bin's double extracis." The laughing school- 
girls who were so eager for Mary Howitt's 
stories, have become young ladies, and read 
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10 EXPERIENCE. 

■Willis' Poems, and think "the "Wide, Wide 
World is perfectly beautiful." 

The young gentleman in his first sack is 
now in the Reading Uoom, deep in the Mer- 
chants' Magazine, but his eyes frequently 
■wander over the cover towards the Librari- 
an's table, where a yomig lady is waiting 
for a book. The young lady after some dif- 
ficulty is suited, and on leaving, happens to 
look over to the young gentleman, who, by 
the merest accident, raises his eyes at the 
same time. The young lady hurries away, 
and as the door closes after her, the young 
gentleman comes forward, and with a alight 
hesitation in his manner, says " He does not 
wish to be inquisitive, but he would hke to 
know the name of that very pretty young 
lady who has just gone down stairs !" 
■ O happy spring-time' of life, when the 
dawn of young love first rises in the soul I 
Let them enjoy the years which can be but 
once in a lifetime. Let them have them to 
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EXPEKIENCE. 11 

look back upon, when the romance of life 
has been pressed oat by its realities. 

Occasionally, a young member, who has 
had a serious conversation with a respected 
friend on light reading, comes to the Library 
with a face which looks as if the caves of 
state troubJed the mind, and presents a list 
of historical works, which it would take at 
least two years to finish ; and almost always 
RolUn's Ancient History heads the paper. 
We would advise our young friends {and 
we speak from experience) not to begin 
when they make good resolutions so fierce- 
ly, for disgust is apt soon to follow. We 
have an edition of the excellent historian 
Rollin, in eight volumes. But, O "tell it 
not in Gath !" the first volume has been 
rebound twice, and the other seven are still 
quite fresh I 

Among the ftcquenters of the Library 
there is a little maiden who has just begun 
to take short fhghts from home alone. Ever 
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12 EXPERIENCE, 

and anon little feet come up the stairs, and 
a young face presents itself with a timid 
air. Her soft hair, smoothed by loving 
hands, looks as if a sunbeam was hid in it, 
and on her fair brow rests the white dove of 
innocence. Her eyes, which are "homes of 
silent prayer," are riveted upon the cata- 
logue ; but at length she ventures to call off 
a number, and is amazed to see a huge 
black-lettered folio make its appearance. 
You have pity on her and hand down a 
book which has never failed to please, in 
which there is a picture of a little girl with 
a basket of flowers, playing beside a brook. 
This is "just the thing." Joy sparkles in 
the dark blue eyes, and two dimples sudden- 
ly appear in cheeks which have become the 
color of the peach blossom, while the small, 
rosy mouth reveals a row of little pearls. 
"Happy Annie!" The school bell rings and 
6he trips away ; and as she passes along the 
street many a care-worn heart blesses her, 
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EXPERIENCE. 13 

and loving eyes beam upon her with tender- 
ness. Her father, immersed in the carking 
caies of business, from the window of his 
eounting-house sees her coining, and his 
eyes become moist as he lifts his thoughts 
upward to her mother in Paradise, and 
wishes that she might have lived to have 
seen this sweet bud unfold. But she all un- 
heeding passes by, her mind engaged with 
pleasant fancies, and looking as if an angel 
walked by her side with folded wings, to 
shield her from harm. May all good angels 
guard her. 
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Night veiled Judea's hills, and on their 
grassy slopes the shepherds watched their 
flocks, gently leading those who -walked with 
their young at their side, and carrying the 
tender Iambs in their arms. 

The night was calm and beautifnL The 
starry host gemmed the sky, and not a cloud 
floated in the blue depths of ether. Mid- 
night passed, and morning drew on apace, 
when suddenly upon the eai's of the watch- 
ful shepherds, there fell a strain of heavenly 
music ; and looking up with wonder, lo I a 
multitude of the angelic host filled the sky, 
" praising God and saying : Gloiy be to 
God on high, and on earth, peace, good will 
towards men." 
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16 THE angel's song. 

The night was calm and beautiful. Not 
a leaf rustled in the forests, and the cattle 
upon a thousand hills stood still. It was as 
if the great heart of nature had almost 
ceased to beat. For He has come, the long 
promised one whom "prophets and Idngs" 
desired to see : not as a conqueror, in tri- 
umph, but all meek and lowly, "lying in a 
manger," Sorrow-stiicken sons and daugh- 
ters of poverty and toil, " Lift up your 
hearts." "Wherever you are, for you this 
Saviour is bom. For you the angelic song 
has been sung. He comes to be a Father 
to the fatherless, a Friend to the widow, a 
Guide to youth, a Staff to the aged, and to 
" suffer the little children to come unto him." 

Prisoner, sad and lonely in your solitary 
cell this night ; the iron bedstead let down, 
and the coarse supper untasted before you ; 
your thoughts busy with the past ; your soul 
all dark with the stains of unrepented sin ; 
yoin mind harrowed with the remembrance 
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THE ANOBI. 's SONG. 17 

of those whose "gray hairs" you "brought 
down with sorrow to the grave:" prisoner, 
lift up your eyes. Behold the star which 
proclaims the Saviour's coining. Its soft 
beams fall upon the grated window of your 
cell, and the shadows take the form of the 
cross upon the hard stone floor. Prisoner, 
look at that cross. For you He was hfted 
up, and while the tide of life beats, there is 
yet hope for mercy. Behold, He stands at 
the door and knocks. Throughout the vast 
prison the slumbering echoes waken. The 
prisoners all hear Him knocking, and trem- 
ble : each guilty heart quakes with fear. 
Again He knocks : and all fearful the trem- 
bling keeper unbars the massive doors, and 
the glory, of His presence illumines the dark 
corridors. O prisoners ! if you will only re- 
ceive Him, He will come in unto you, and 
will not repro act you" with your old sins, but 
will simply say, " go and sin no more." 
2* 
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Intnrlin:} fnraing. 

The shades of evening gather upon the 
hills and brood in the valleys. The laborer 
turns his weary footsteps homeward, and 
feels his, cares grow lighter as he sees the 
light in his cottsige home, which tells him 
his cheerful wife waits for him the evening 
meal. The moon rises and fringes the dark 
forest trees with silver, and throws a broad 
beam of light over the placid lake. The 
dew distils upon the closing flowers, and the 
cricket chirps in the grass, calling up deep 
and solemn thoughts of past years. The 
chimes of distant bells float on the breeze 
like angel voices, and the old "ivy-mantled 
tower" casts a shadow upon the monuments 
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20 SATUEDAY EVENING. 

in the church-yard, where a pensive mourner 
treads the ground, rough with graves, and 
lays an offering of fresh flowers upon a 
sunken mound. 

It is an hour for reflection. A time to 
thinlt of the blessedness of the day of holy 
rest approaching. Precious thought! Christ 
hath arisen. Proclaim it from highest mount- 
ain peaks ; from the lofty Andes, and from 
the towering summit of Mont Blanc ; and let 
the isles of the sea catch the joyful sound 
that Christ hath arisen. In these evening 
hours he comes to us, and with a voice of 
heavenly sweetness, says, "Peace be unto 
you." Prom that serene brow, once pierced 
by thorns, a glory emanates which can dis- 
pel the thickest clouds of doubt and feai-. 
Thou upon whom the shadow of the angel 
of death has fallen, and who seest him ap- 
proaching in the dim distance, lean upon 
Him who died for us, while passing through 
that valley in which all the varied paths of 
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SATURDAY EVENING. 21 

life must at last end. Shrink not, gentle 
spirit: we would go with thee, but thou 
must go alone ; yet not alone, for He hath 
said, " I will be with thee." Tlie dark wa- 
ters shall not cover theo. 

Could we unseen pass through the homes 
of the crowded city this night, what pleas- 
ant gatherings we might view around the 
social board. The careless gayety of child- 
hood, the blooming beauty of early woman- 
hood, the pensive sweetness of chastened 
sorrow, and the pride of manhood, gazing 
upon homo treasures. 

Generous youth, leaving for the first time 
the pEirental home, to find a place and a 
name in the thronging marts of commerce : 
remember her who kneels three times a day 
in her chamber, with uplifted hands towards 
heaven, that you may be saved from evil. 
In the hour of strong temptation, when you 
tremble at the thought of taking the first 
step in the broad downward way, resist not 
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the soft touch upon your shoulder, turn not 
from the mysterious hand upon the wall. It 
is the counsels of your mother which make 
you hesitate. 

The days of darkness from which none 
can escape, will come sooner or later to you. 
The breast &om which undying love now 
springs for you, will be cold in death ; and 
as you look for the last time on the loved 
form, prepared for the grave, if you can then 
recall well done duties, her pure spirit will 
be near you, felt though unseen, and the re- 
membrance of her love will be to you "mu- 
sic at midnight." 
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!it Inrti'a faij. 



How beautifully behind the western Iiills, 
sinks the departing sun. This day, in high 
cathedrals, in simple village ehuiches, and 
where "two or three" have been gathered 
together, Christ has been in the midst. 

What would life be without this blessed 
day and all its hallowed associations. To 
appreciate it, one must have been confined 
to the chamber of sickness, and on a still 
summer morning, have listened to the bells, 
calling the worshipers to the house of prayer. 
Kaised up by the hand of affection and sup- 
ported by pillows, to think of the pleasant 
groups wending their way to His holy tem- 
ples, who " remembereth that we are but 
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EVENING HYMN. 

Here around our altar bending, 
Falliei-, unto Thee we come ; 

Voices low are sweetly blending : 
Father, hear us from thy throne. 
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